
SPRINGS TO DANGER! < 
THE THUNDER BLUNDER! 
MOUNTAIN THRONE! - 
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CUSSED COYOTES, JUST 

► WHEN I GET GOING ON 

> My EDITORIAL,X RUN 
^'OUT OF INK/ 


CM-oti! he's SITTING ON A 
CHAIRTWAT ISN'T THERE/ 


BOTTLE FROM 


BE STEADIER ; 


* TURN AROUND,YOU LIBEL - ™ 
RINGING VARMINT/ SO XCAN 

^_ shoot you/ J -- 
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MBAUDlN<5 VA\& 
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cope with the thunder of < 
thunder of thunder above 
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JUDE ’EM, COWBOY! 


By Clement Good 


W HEARD a noise that sounded like 
“Hisssst!” Looking around the corner of 
the stable, I saw this fellow beckoning to me 
real secret like. He was the fellow who had 
the new Stetson and the new red shirt and the 
new levis and the new boots and the new spurs. 
They didn’t have their store tags on them, 
but they looked as if they might as well have. 

His name was Bertie Paddleford. I didn’t 
know it then, but I found out later. I walked 
toward him and he grabbed my arm and pulled 
me around the corner where nobody could 

He looked this way and that, to make sure 
nobody was watching. Then he pulled out a 
five dollar bill and said, “Here’s some easy 
money for you if you’ll do me a little, tiny 

I didn’t lasso that five spot right away like 
you might think I would. I have got to know 
these Eastern dudes pretty well, and sometimes 
their idea of a little, tiny favor is that you 
should break your neck. 

First off, I might as well explain that my 
name hasn’t always been Dude Davis. In the 
old days in the Old West I was Dare Devil 
Davis. With all modesty I may say there 
wasn’t anybody that could bust an ornery mus¬ 
tang or bulldog an obstreperous longhorn any 
better than I could. I’ve got broken bones to 

But the West isn’t what it used to be. There’s 
bob-wire every which way. And so, a few years 
ago, I took to this job of being nursemaid to a 
passel of city folks that want to make believe 
they are real rootin’, tootin’ cowpokes. 

Sometimes they are called tenderfeet, but 
it’s not their feet that’s tender—it’s what they 

Anyway, a friend of mine started calling me 
Dude and because it riled me, all the boys be¬ 
gan calling me that and the name stuck. 1 got 

Well, anyway, that’s enough about me, ex- 



the L.azy Daisy 
ater to the guests. 
If a guest wants to offer me an easy fiver for 
a little favor I’m willing, provided the favor 
is little enough. 

I looked at Bertie Paddleford and said, 
“Waal, podnuh, whut kin I do for yuh?” (It’s 
a rule of the place that I must talk like that 
to the guests.) 

“Let me wear your medal,” he &aid. 

I reckon I’ve got ’most a million medals, 
but I knew which one he meant because it was 
the only one he’d seen. I won it in a rodeo and 
it says The Champ Bronc Buster. 

“I’ll let yuh wear it so long as yuh don’t lose 
it,” I said, “and there ain’t no charge at all.” 
But he insisted on paying, so I took the five. 
If I’d known how much trouble it would cause, 
I’d have charged a hundred, I guess. 

While he was pinning the medal on his 
brand new shirt he said, “There’s a certain 
young lady here that I want to impress. She is' 
nuts about horses and if she thinks I’m a good , 
rider maybe she will be nuts about me.” 

Well, his reasons were his business. I heard -- 
once that “all’s fair in love and war.” I figured, 
this was probably love, but if the girl ever, 
found out he had tricked her, it would turn 
into war. So, one way or another, it was fair. 

1 WENT on about my chores, but noticed 
that the young women were gathering 
around Bertie like flies around a molasses jar. 
And they were all exclaiming over his medal. 
And the other young fellows were looking 
pretty unhappy, as if they wished they had a 

For awhile I was in the office doing some 
book work and the whole thing slipped my 
mind. Then I heard some loud shouts and yell¬ 
ing, I ran outside to see what was going on. I 
was just in time to see Black Cat taking off 
like a comet—and somebody in a new Stetson^ 
new red shirt, new levis, new boots and new 
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